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On the DEATH of 


William Lord RUS SEL. 


Vho was Beheaded for High-T reaſon, in Lincolns- Ins- Fields, July the 21ſt, 1683. 


r. Goh when Rebels fall, or (hed a Tear, 


Muſt, doubtleſs, make Me Criminal appear, 


— love thy Treaſen, but thy Name, 
na ador d, and iff the Book of Fame 
Cave thee a place befitting thy Deſerts; 


5 W wound ſt all loyal hoaęſt Hearts 
5 


V bo ſhalt oak £ fk as You Rebel 2 
er Lach om Heaven fell. 


Nuss with Hell and Furies 200 combine 
i To kill he KING and all che Red Line ! 
Lamel it is too true] His now loſt Head 
ee fad, 


O that] live to hear the Fatal ſound, 
Whoſe very accent does my Heart-ftrings wound ! 
've this your Loyaley ; Is this you Zeal, 


1 ro damn your Soul for a curs d . ? 
f Though once I lov d Thee, now] hate thy Name, 


And thus Ill rend it from the Book of Fame, 


4 That future Ages, when they read thy ſhame, 
| May praiſe Heav'ns Juftice, and abhor thy Name. 


Who, but 2 Monſter, could Rebellious ptove 


Fro fuch Indulgence, C lemency and Love, 


As our Dread Sov'reign evermore beſtows 


{Upon his Friends, nay on bis very Foes, : 
Which ſlew his Father, and would Him Depoſe? 2 


* 
au, 


O that our Iſland ſhould ſuch Monſters breed, 
Which „Vero. like, delight to ſee her bleed J ; 
Look down juſt Hearo'n,with Vengeance upon theſe 4 
That are our Sov'reigns and our Churches Foes, 
And as thou haſt, ſtill all their Plots diſcloſe: \ 
O let em not, although wich Hell they joyn, | 
Er be ſucceſsful in their damn'd Deſign, 


Whole only aim was to ſind out a way 


Fo turn our Sian to Allem, 


And make all Loyal honeſt men their Prey. 


lot thus you would defend the King & Laws ? 
Confuſion ſeize you, and your Good 014 Canſe, | 
And ſave our Sov'reign from your Bloody Paws.) + 
Unpity'd, therefore, let each Traytor die, 

' While all that Loyal are, Amen do cry. 


_ — 


Er ITAP EH. 

Ere under lies a Rebel, whoſe Defign | 

Was to harve murder'd all the Royal Line, 
But wx prevented by the Cond Divine: : 
The great Oppoſer of our S reign's Laws, 


Who 4 a Martyr for the Good Old Cauſe. 
M Heaven ſtill defend the King and Throne, 


And may ſuch curſed Rebels e j one 
Meet the ſame Fate then would aur Ile be bleſt © 


| With Peace and Plenty, and a 1 
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